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THE SAXON SERF:
A TALE OF KNdLISH SLAVERY, IV THE

TWELFTH CENTURY.

ItV HINRV WILLIAM HERllERT.

eitttP. i.
The Forrsl of Sktrirood.

He rode half n utile the way
He taw no light that came of day ;
Then came lie to a river broad,
Never man over »uch one rodo
Within he new a place of green,
Such one bad he nover erst soen

ILjr'y Metrical Roimn'/its. Guy of Wiortriol.

In tho latter part of the twelfth century.
when, in the reign of Henry II, fourth buccuhh

or el the Conqueror, and grand*oo of the firet

p inc6 of that name, known as Hjauolere.the
condition of the vanquished Saxons had begunid b uiie sort to atnend, though no fusion
ot' the races had as jet comtnencxl, and trauquillity was partially restored to England, the
greater part of th * northern counties, from the
Treut ui the mouths of i'yne and Solway, were

little better than an unbroken chase or forest,
wih the exception of the fiefs of a few great
bar us, or the territories of a few oitica and
free borough towns; and thenoe, northward to
the Scottish frontier, all was a rode and pathleasdesert of morasses, moors, and mountains,
untrodden savo by the loot of the persecuted
Saion outlaw.

In tb'i west and north Hidings of the great
ati11 important Shire of York, there were, it iH
true already a few towns of more than grow
ing importance; several of which had been
originally the sites, or had grown up in the
vicinity and under the shelter of Koman
iVa'.ive enoampm mts: whereof not a few of
them have retained the evidence in their comi)i.n i«rm nation, caster, while others vet re-

tamed the more modem Saxon appellation*
0; thoie two oia<sw, Donoaster, Pootefract,
Kotherhura. Shetheld, ltipon, may be taken as

examples, which were oven then flourishing,
eid. tor the times, even opulent manufacturing
boroughs, while the vastly larger and more

wealthy commercial places, which have since
sprung up, mushroom-like, around them, had
then neither hearths nor homes, names nor existence.

la addition to these, many great lords and
powerful barons already possessed vast demesnesand manors, and had erected almost
royal firtaiioes, the venerable ruins of which
still bear evidence to the power and the martialspirit of the Norman Lords of England; and
even more majestic and more richly endowed
institutions of the church, such as Fountains,
Jorvuulx, and Bolton Abbayes, still the won
dcr and reproach of modern architecture, and
the admiration of modern artists, had created
around themselves gardon like oases among the
green gl ides and grassy aisles of the immemorialBritish forests; while, emulating the exampleof their feudal or clerical superiors, many
a military tenant, many a gray-frocked friar,
had reared his tower of strength, or built his
lonely cell, upon some in oat-surrounded mount,
or in Mime ho-ky dingle of tho wood.

In the East Hiding all to the north of tho
ancient city of the Miire, even then famous for
its minster and its castle, even then the see
and palace of the socond archbishop of the
realm was wilder yet, ruder and more uncivil
ixed Even to this day, it is, comparatively
peaking, a bleak and barren region, over

wpthy tho cold gusts from the German
ocean abounding more in blank and Htorniy
w Ms tw in the cheerful green of copse or
w/ldicood. rijoicii g little in pasture, less in
tillage, an.i boosting of nothing superior to the
dull murk" towns of the interior, and the
nuull Si': og village*, nested among the crags
w :h in n coast.
M s( pitrleuly hod this district been ravaged

hf the Conqueror and his immediate successor,
afu-r its tii nt desperate and protracted resistanceto the anus of the Norman ; after the
Stxon hope of Kngland fell, to arise no more,
up'-i the bloody tield of Hastings; and after

h one of the fierce Northern Risings
The {s»oplo wero of the hard, old, stubborn,

Danish stock, more pertinacious even, and
ft >re >tubborn, than tiio enduring Saxon, but
»th a da-h of a hotter and more daring spiritthan l»s:ongcd to their slower and moro sluggishbrethren.

rhe<« men would not yield, could not be
MtMueJ by the iron-sheathed cavalry of the
intrusive kings They wero destroyed by them,
'he lands swept bare,* the buildings burned,the churches desecrated. Manors, which under
the native rule of tbeCoufessor bad easily y.eldtM'f.xty shillings of annual rent, without distre-xto their occupants, scarcely paid ti»e to
their foreign lords; and estate*, which under
the ancient rule opulently furnished forth a
1;v rig to twuf Kiighsh gentlemen of rank with
^fitting households, now barely supoor ted two
miserable Saxon cultivators, slaves of the noil,
paying their foreign lords, with the blood of

r tnrnd* and tlie sweat of their trowe,
"' rcely the twelfth part of the revenue drawn
Irmii them by the old proprietor*.Wlitn. in a subsequent insurrection, the Nor
n>an km^ again marched northward, in full
tewiive to carry hi* conquering arm* to the
frontiers of Scotland, and. sustained by hid fer*ioo*energy, did actually force hi* waythmu^li the misty moorlands and mountainous
t&id-ri gions of Durham, Northumberland, and^'i*im reland, ho had to traverse above sixtyrails* of country, once not the least fertile ofhit newly.conquered realm, in which his mail"'*'1tiien-at arms saw neither green leav-s ontl.e tr. e-, nor green crops in the field ; for the*** wn«t the torch had done their work, not

| V: g-ntiy ju-sed neithor standing roof nor
'urning h.-arth; encountered neither human

cattle of the field; only the wolves,w 1 h find ecome so numerous from desuetudew Hie sight ol uian, that they soaroc cared to> " lore the clash and clang of the marcLingsqt'SJrooa.
the northward and northeastward yot, of] rk-biie. including what are now Lancashire,o ttnoreland, N >rthuuil»erland, and Cumber'std.though the Conqueror, in his first irresist' 'isprosecution of red-handed victory, had"Wcbed and countermarched across thcin,there a as even at the time of tuy narrative,nearly a century had fled, little if an».

l0;nR <»1 permanent progrewi or cmliiaUoo, lmJ""d the mtahliehment of a few feudal holdsI Uirder fortresses. eaoh with its petty hainI,'t cludt-red lieneath ita shelter. The marches,'ode.,1, ,.f Lancashire, toward its southern o*Ill>,uity, were in some degree permanently aetIl'"l liy n<i||tary colonials in not a few in
'tan.., c<>mj)U»td of Flemings, as were the'Icti tiontiers of the neighboring province M'"-lore planted tln-re to check the inroadsg|1 '*

n.juered C'yrnri, to the protect.on
Ml «a«U. M<h1o uinntui wuU K*
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of whooe mountains, and late-preserved independence,their whilom enemies, the now persecutedSaxons, had ii»d in their extremity.
It is from those industrious artisans, then the

scorn of the high born men at arms, that the
t-ade had its origin, which has fill* d the bleak
im ors, and every torrent gorge of Lancaster
and Western York, with a teeming population
and a manufacturing opulence, such as, elsewhere,the wide earth has not witnessed Even
at the time of which 1 writ**, the olack of their
fulling mills, the click of their looms, and the
din of their trip-hammers, resounded by the
si le of many a lonely Cheshire stream; but
all to the north and westward where the wildesthill sides and m<<et forbidding glens are

now more populous and richer than the greatestcities of thi.se days, ul! was desolate as the
aspect of the scenery, and inhospitable as climatethat lowers over in constant mist and
<tnrknnK.<*

Only in the southwestern corner of Westmoreland.tho lovely land of lakes and mountainsand green pastoral glens, beyond Moreoamhehay and the treacherous sands of Lancaster,had the Norman nobles, as the entering
tide swept upward through the romantic glens
and ghylls of Netherdale and W'fiarlcdale, past
the dim |s>aks of Pennigant and Ingleborough,
establi-hed their lines in those pleasant places,
and reared their castellated towers, and laid
out their noble chases, where they had little!
interruption to aporehend from the tyrannic
f >rest laws of the Norman kings, which, whore
ever their authority extended, bore not more

harshly on the Saxon serf than on tho Norman
noble.
To return, however, toward the midland

oounties, and the rich regions with which this
brief survey of Northern England in the early
years of the twelfth eentury commenced.a
vast tract of country, including much of the
jUorthern portions of Nottingham and Derbyshire,and all the south of tho West Riding of
York, betweon the rivers Trent and Eyre, wag

occupied almost exclusively by that most beautifuland famous uf all British forests, tho immemorialand time-honored Sherwood.theme
of the oldest and most popular of English ballads.sceneof the most stirring of the old Romaunts.sceneof the most magnificent of modernnovols,*inequalled Ivanhoe.home of that
moro than half historic personage, King of tho
Saxon greenwoods, Robin Hood, with all his
northern merrymen, Ssathelook, and Friar
Tuck, and Littlejohn, Allan-a-dale, wild tore-tminstrel, and the blythe woodland queen,
Maid Marion . last leafy fortalice, wherein
throughout all England proper lingered the
Bole remains of Saxon hardihood and independence.redbattle-field of the unsparing conflicts
of the rival Roses

There Btaud they still, those proud, majestic
kings of by gone ages; there stand they still,
tho

" hallowed oak*,
Who, British-born, the last of British race,
Hold their primeval rights by nature's charter,
Not at the nod of CsBsar; "

There stand they still, erect, earth-fast, and
massive, grasping the green sward with their
gnarled and knotty roots, waving "their free
heads in the liberal air,"' full of dark, leafy um
hrage clothing their lower limbs, but far aloft
towering with bare, stag horned, and splinteredbranches toward the unchanged sky from
which so many centuries of sunshine had smiled
down, ofrtempest frowned upon their "secular
life of ages."
There staud they still, I say; alone, or scatteredhere and there, or in dark, solemn groups,

adorning many a noble park of modern days,
or looming up in solemn melancholy upon some
"one-tree hill." throughout tho fertile region
which lies along the line of that great ancient
road, known in tho Saxon days as Ermine
street, hut now in common parlance, called
"the Dukeries," from seven contiguous domains
through which it sweeps, of England's longlinednoble.

Not now, as then, enveloping in its green
bosom sparse tracts of cultivated landR. with a

few borough towns, and a few feudal keeps, or
hierarch-tl ahbayes, but itself severed into diversand far-distant parcels, embosomed in
broad stretches of the dee(>cst meadows, the
most teeming pastures, or girdled on its swellinginsulated knolls by the most fertile cornlands,survives tho ancient Sherwood.

Watered by the noblest and most beautiful
of northern rivers, tho oalm and meadowy
Trent, tho sweet sylvan Idle, the angler's favoritefairy-haunted Dove, the silver Eyre,
mountainous Wharle, and pastoral Ure and
Swale, if I were called upon to narno tho very
garden gem of England, I know none that oomparowith this seat of tho old-time Saxon forest.
You cannot now travel a mile through that

midland region of plenty and prosperity, withouthearing the merry chime of village hells
from many a country spire, without passing the
happy doors of hundiroiM of low cottage homes,
hundreds of pleasant hamlets courting the mel;low sunshine from sune laughing knoll, or

nestling in the ahrubbsries of some orchard
mantled hollow.

It* 1 1 a I .

i^ur are iprimpttruun, ho«i innvmg
towns. rich marts of agricultural produce, or

manufactured* of wealth richer than gold of
Eldorado, ho far apart but that a good pedeatrianmay travel through the streets of a half
a d> zti in a day'n journey, and yet atand twentytiini'H agaze between their bony precinct* in
admiration.to borrow the word* of the great
northern Romancer, with the scene and period
of whose in >st Hplendid effort my humble tale
unfortunately coincides.in admiration of the
' hundredH of broad headed, short-stemmed,
wide-branched oaks which had witnessed. perhajs,the stately march of the Roman soldicre."

[to be continued.]
From the llultimoro Patriot.

THE BIBLE AT IHE FAIR.

The Holy Bible, in icparate volumes, deprsitedfor exhibition by T. H. Stockton, 68 Lexingtonstreet, Baltimore, Md. This is a model
case of books.representing a new, copyright
plan for the publication ot the Bible. As to
the model itself, this is a very neat affair, havingcost in its preparation nearly ninety dolilars. The case is of mahogany, about three
and a half feet high, two broad, and eight
inches deep. The body of it has three equal
shelves, about eighteen inches Ion?, six deep,
and seven apart. The front, under the arch
and along the edges of the shelves, is ap
propriaUdy lettered, showing the differont
departments for the hook", fitc. The books
are of duodecimo site, of various thicknesses,
according to the amount of matter in the
Sacred Text in each instance, and aixtyjsix in number, representing the thirty-nine of
the Old Testament, from Genesis to Malachi;
una me iweiity-Hcvcu oi me ,vew leeiameni,
from Matthew to It. volution. They are halfhound.with em not h fancy calf hack*, variously
colored.eo a« to distinguish their eeveral department*Tlma the five bookw of The haw
are in green, the twelve Historical Hooks in
crimson, the live Poetical Hooka in orange, the
seventeen Prophetical B<>ok« in gray, aprinklrd
with red, the four Gospels in blue, the Acta of
the A poetics in pink, the Epistle* in brown,
and the Apocalypse in purple. Each volume
ha* two latiela on the buok.the upper one

giving tho name of the book, the lower the
name of the author and the date The volume*
are regularly num)>ered, also, from I to 66.
The single plate of clear glas* in the door allow*all the inscription*, with the book* arrangedunder them, to be men at a glanoe.eo
that the whole de*ign in obvious and impressiveIn a few minute* even a child mav be
enabled to understand the Htruoture of the
Bible, by thia representation of it.better, indet'd,than by the ordinary instructions of
year*.

It muy he well to add that, though mere
inodele. each of the volume* contain* a printedcopy of the book whom name it heart, takenfrom Hamster'* Treasury Bible. The remainderof each volume i* blank paper. In the
new edition, now proposed, the Sacred Text,
being in fair, open type, will till about balf of
each volume 1 lie other half is intended to be

NAr
, EDITOR AND P R 0 P H

WASHINGTO
occupied by the Appendix and Students Memorandum.

Having thua noticed the model, it in & matterof great importance to make a plain xtatementof the advantages of the proponed plan of
publication. Thin, however, Mr. Editor, must
await another opportunity

Very respectfully, yours, T. H. S.

For the National Era
TO THE AUTHOR OF "A DIARY." »

"Br Martha Rossxlu" Everything I meet,
Hearing tJuit name. I read.and find how duty

W ed* pleasure ihrn, in anion true and sweet,
Whose progeny arc thuuehu that glow with beauty.

Serenest thoughts whieh from the quickened soul
Flow, stream like . now in sunshine.now in

shadow.
But musical, ever and, where'er they roll,

Bright'ning with vordure, slope, and vale, and
meadow,

Till the wide Past, beheld through mem'ry's glass.
Seems near- seems pretr/U.with this diff'ruooe

only.
Its gloomi are sunlit, and the cold mist* pas*
Up to the laughing heavens ami I, so lonely

In the thick mark ercwhile. again behold
Troop* of dead hope* revive.and youth'* roinan

ON

Seem le*H a mockery, a« they tinge with gold
The Present'* leaden hued and dismal faneiea.

" And who i* «ho," I ask, " whose inagio wand
Thus calls up picture*, fair and itrangely real,

To haunt my ion!, till, in it* yearning* fond,
It see* again the beautiful Ideal

Of Boyhood world ? " For *o she link* my thought,
By her fresh thought*, to moinories dim and oldon,

That vanished day* return, and life seems fraught
With the clear splendor* that made youth so golden

I hear again the spirit* of the wood
Freighting the soft air with their broeiy tinging

I woo again the mountain's solitude,
Whore sweetest wild flower* from the eleft* are

springing;
I half believe that lovo is not a lie;
Nor life the cheat it seem* to spirits jaded

With its fierce etrife ; nor immortality
A dream to mock us, when Earth's hope* bavo

faded

If, in thy crystal fancies. I can st*
The calm true soul that sends thorn on their mission,

And if that soul is templed fittingly,
Oh, thou art lovely as a poet's vision!

A hro* Lhoii(?ht.flhiLHii*iu! vM giiprtnclv f&ir
J" . """V >

A blu« oyo, brimmed with human tendernesses
Lips, like a Psyche's, sweet beyond coiuparo;
Pale checks, half-veiled behind a Hood of tresses.

Or brown, or golden, in the shifting light,
And over all. the grace that gives completeness.

Thu* doit thou (tand before my mental tight.
Tky thought incarnated in perfect meetness

I know not now.perchance may never know.
How lilt, thu picture: hut, if outward boauty

Ilath boon denied thee.and it may bo 10.
Then hath Dame Naturo done but half her dnty.

Thus to the more than kingly Socrates.
Thus to tho fabulist, immortal ASsnp,

Of mental wraith she gave rich argosies,
But dashed the sweet with rathor too inuob hyssop.

" Wiio shall they be,'' she said; " but Aeouty.hum
'Tin well enough for foolt, I never doubted.

Those regal spirits, born for martyrdom,
Can make their way, if any can, without it."

Well .bo the case with you whate'er it may,
Live long.write much.win fame.but tis c&ressShall

loom leas grateful, in your dyiug day,
Than thu sobbed prayors from hearts you cow arc

blessing
Ft izy Guzzt,

* And a great many other good things, published
in the National lira and other periodieals

For the National Kra
A DIARY
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Again we gathered round tho'flfo.we did
not speak of tho past, but the ruaaet* were

brought up, and we talked over the condition
of the farm, every field of which was almoat
an familiar to mo as to James, tho comparative
qualities of the " Hudson meadow" and the
" clover piece " for apring wheat, the amount
of available rail timbor in the "over yondor"
woods, and, before I slept, we had run a new
funoe around the "Juniper lot," and James
had rooted out their spreading hranohen May
he as easily root up his evil habits ! But that
can hardly bo; yet, when I left this morning,
m lio placed the reins in my hands he said,
earnestly, "You have trusted ino as a man.

spoken to me as one, Elizabeth, and you shall
soe that I will bo one! " Aye, with G>d's help,
James

Feb. 26th..Another stroke of paralysis, and
now my mother knows me no more.perhaps,
no more on earth. I heard Mrs. F. calling to
her daughter Mary, a moment ago. My motherwill never call me again.never utter my
name! This is tasting the bitterness of death !

Feb. 28ih .A letter from Emilia Cranston.
How strange and unreal sound her g »y words
of " balls, and parties, and conquests " One
thing gives me pleasure.as much as this
weary heart can feel. Fred. H. did not go to
Europe, only to Cuba, and is now in New York
Marin 2Oth.All is over! My mother.my

all.lies pulseless and rigid in the room below.
I have sat by her for hours in a kind of dull
stupidity, scarcely reccognising anything, feelinganything but this Icadon sense of loss
When will the end oome!
March 21 *(..Last night 1 slept, for the first

time in four nights.a heavy, dreamful, troubledsloep.a counterpart of the day. Then I
rone and went down to the white form lying so

still there, beneath the white sheet, that which
was my mother, and yet was not. and for the
first time the tears sprang forth.tears for
myself.not her. I could recognise the band
of God, but not trust it. Oh, how dark and
i i_ i i I »k. ,.f i;r» l ii.j t. 4k.
iuijoij iwn*u iut- ui 1110 i wdmru wi iuo

window and looked out through uiy blinding
U art Oh, how dreary and miserable teemed
that prospect, which ever before had worn
some new phase of beauty.that long strip of
* tidal sand," the tall Mack stakes ol the "fishingpond*, the ravening wavct in the fireground,stealing ever in and in, at death had
stolen ou ine.tbo waste of wild waters backed
by a shroud of gray March mitt, through
which streamod faintly the weak beams of the
rising sun.

Suddenly, twittering down upon a bunch of
cat nip, whose dry sulks rustled beneath the
window, came two little brown sparrows At
I watched them, hopping from sUlk to stalk,
picking at the dried seed whorls, I rememberedHis words.'' Ye are of more value than
many sparrows !" Hid He Bend them? Oh,
did He not ?.for my heart accepted their
teaching, and wat comforted.

March, 23d.I have looked my last upon
» iL J L A

that I nave H(ren me jun n<-iif"v.i urorun:

coffin, and oomprebend the mournful significanceof the old minister's words, when he
thaoked friends and neighbors for their assistancein u burying our dead front night."
As I turned away from that grave, now, ray

only heritage, my band was grasped by blind
old Mr. B, who with James had oome, not

merely to pay the last respect to the dead, but
to offer to the orphan daughter a home in
their house.

I was deeply touched by this kindness , but
more by James's words and manner, when he
mid, timidly, as if his happiness might deepen
my grief, that " Emily L. had forgiven bim bis
errore.tbat she would be his wife in the spring,
and longed to hare me oome1"

For a time I may go to them, but that must
not be my " abiding plaoe." A life of action
must be mine. I have health and education,
and all up and down the great thoroughfares
of our land are tboee waiting to be taught
Somewhere among these 1 shall find a place,

AL [
'TIKK, CORRE8PONDIN

EMBER 3, 1853.
"Your aunt, ftr one " i
"And you believed it?" f
" Yen.' e
" Well. I must eonfcsn, my opinion of your «

penetration in leaeer.ed perceptibly." (
" Very likely.n not unusual experience with r

married ladies, I believe. But Bessie." be '

noN
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N, THURSDAY, NOV
and )al>or on until I go down to thr grave, one
of tboHfl

** Whom men love not, but jet regret."
March 25Ik." God Raid, lot th re b« light;

and there was light!" Prim-Thai word*!
Yet, have they not a significant relation to the
experience of every soul ? Thus it hath been
with me.
Oh ! the dismantling of our old home; the

moving of furniture that seems to have l»een
made to till juet those places, and none other;
tne ruling oi drawer* and tne deaeorauon Of
even friendly hand*. touching the oherished
relics of the dead But it must be Ixjrne. that
Mr. J might have his 'bond." He had kept
hie promise, and I would mine.

After seeing the few relics I had selected
sent off to Mr. F 'a who had konfly offered me
a home, I begged his wife to leave mo to pass
the last few hours of daylight alone

Oh, these hours! too painful for me to rocall.The wild tumult of recollections that
coursed through my mind, as I wandered from
room to room.each one growing dearer and
dearer, until in the gathoring darkness, with a

blessing on the threshold, 1 crossed it, never
to return.
Tne daff slils plan ted years ago, by hands now

still in the grave, were out, and 1 gathered a

handful, and stood leaning over the gate. How
well I remembered the time wh*u f wasobl g'd
to stand on tip-toe to reach the latch, looking
up to the leafless houghs of the maples, upon
which the pale sunlight still lingered.

Oh, those trees! They were rooted in my
heart; they had mingled thoir low, slumberous
music with my mother's songs above my cradlo.murmuredsolemn responses to my eveningprayer*, shaded my childish sports, my
happy maiden dreamings; and was it not moot
that they t-hoold l>e leafless, now that my path
was all shadow! Then I remembered my
father, as he lay in bis open coffin beneath
them, while friends and neighbors crowded
around to take a last look; I recalled the very
play of the shadows on his pule face, as they
lifted me up to kiss his cheek und. resting my
head upon the gate. I wept with the convulsivebitterness of a child. How long 1 know
not; 1 was conscious of nothing until, a deep,
manly voice at my side Baid, " Elisabeth!"

I did not see the faoc, scarcely the arms that
were held out tome ; but the next moment 1 was
folded close within their embrace W hat were

earthly housoe, homes, lands, to me then, when
I knew the strongjfcMft beneath my head
would shelter me fowW^'

Winding his asms closer ami closer about
me, as one cradles a weary child, lie let me

weep on until my grief spent itwdt in longdrawnsobs. Then raising ray head, and draw
ing my arm through his, he said. ,;That will
do, Elizabeth; you are getting cold."

I moved on at once ; when did I ever dream
of opposing that tone, eo quiet, yet so reeistleea!
I did not even ask how he came there ; it was
enough that it was eo. Nor did he tell; but
lutaiiiuuvoj v uvunufc, an ib Bciutttj, umi niy

way lay towards Mr Fhe walked on quietly,
sjie ik ng of the shows of oountry life. But
when within a few yards of the door, he paused,
and. taking both my hands in his. said, earnestly," Elizabeth, you have suff-red excitement
enough for one day, and too much, hut, before
we part to-night, it is fitting and right that I
should ask and you should answer one question

" I love you, Elizabeth. Tell me, is it as I
hope.does your heart fuMy respond to minewillit trust me forever ?"
He had put me from him, aad stood looking

down into my eyes, with that deep, questioning
gaze of his. For a moment, 1 could not speak

14 Elizabeth, my pupil!"
My master*! my all!" and then he gatheredme to his breast.his lip met mine, and

the garnered love of years was poured out in
that kise.

Suddenly loosing me f*>m hi* embrace. Ite
said, ' This is wrong ; you are faint and weary,
poor child ; I have much to eav, hut my words
must wait until to-morrow. Let me come to
you, say at nine in the morning, and in tho mean
time please make such temporary arrangements
as you wish, for we must bo in New Haven to
morrow night."

" We! so soon.what for 1 " I asked in a

breath.
" Oh, for several reasons," he said, smiling

that old quiet smile."the strongest, perhaps
because I have busied myself in arranging a

homo thcro, which refuses to seem home until
a certain treasnro is there."

' But.hut "

" Oh, you know, of old, that I never entertain' huts.' Vou havo promised to trust me
for the future, and 1 mean henceforth that the
trust shall be no sinocure. There.now prom
ise me you will go in and go to sleep; promise,
rav (larlinir "

oot believe it1" anil he oanio round to a tent
ou the sofa, by my aide.

" No, indeed; but what was there about it1
The interest was on her side, then, was it not?"

" I thought I taught you long ago oot to ask
impertinent queetions. Now it's my turn to
catechise. Why didn t y u marry young H. ''

" Because I did not I ve him well enough
But who told you be offered himself?"

" No one; I inferred it from some things. Bteide*.I was given to understand that it wus a

settled thing."
" You was! Who by 1"

My darling! Are there eweoter word* in
our mother t< ngue ! I promieed, hut how can
1 aloep i There tiro night* enough to come, in
wh oh to eleep ; hut theao emotion*.they come
but onoo in a lifetime ; there may tie other*,
deeper, richer, more interne', hut these oome
never again ! Hi* darling!

JStw /lawn, April 10ik.He oame that
morning, and after nornc explanatory chat with
dear Mr*. F, I went up *tair«, at hie suggestion
toput on my travelling dread, in order to take a

*hort walk before the carnage catno winch
wan to take u* to the city. When 1 came down,
T. wa« aiill talking earnestly with Mm K,
who inspected my dree* clrnely, (it wan the
pretty travelling dro* I had in H...) pulled
a plait here and another ihe»«, ami neemed altogethernervous and excited, a thing very unusualfor bur.
We walked on. talking of the pant, calling

no tho dave of my pupilage, and tho word*and
glance* which had ut once said no much and
ho little, until we Htood by my mother'* grave,
eilently a few moment*; then he «aid, We
are both orphans and faith tree.free to acta*
we ohoOM.are we not, Klixaboth ?
And 1 anHwrred, " Yen"
' Then, go with mo :'

I did not hmutate, though I apprehended hi*
meauing when he drew iny arm through his
and led me into the church, where were gatheredthe old minister, Mr. and Mr* K, and a

few of tbo old neighbem. In a few momenta
we had ratified before the world the vows of
our heart*, and turned to meet the congratulation*of the lew friend*. T spoke for uie, kindlyand gently thanking them for ull their
kindness. and then, in ho quiet way, stepped
past them, and placed mrld the carriage waitingat the door

" My wife, my own wife!" he whispered, a*

he took hi* mat hy my aide.
Ah, then I saw my mistake! Then I knew

that there were sweeter words than thorn of
the evening before hut, surely, none in earth
or Heaven that can equal these!
Now wo are at home.a pleasant home, aye,

and a rich one, for it contains two happy humanhearts. I have been t m happy to ask
an explanation of the past as yet But that
Mrs N.; I'll ask him si-out her when he lays
down that puper.

"Harold, how was it about that Mrs N.7
Como, explain."

"Tea, darling, when you please to eiligh'^D
me about that Mr. H."

" Oh, you quibbling lawyer, why don't you
tell a straight story, and say you were completelyfascinated'

" Because no man is obliged to criminate
himself, especially when he is not guilty."

" But wa*n't you a little, well.interested in
her at one time*''
"No, if by interested you mean anything

mura thin rnnrn aiuiumiiLance. Surely. VOU do

went, on i risoniug my bandiiin hi*, andsj*ak- J
i"P gravely. " you ought n« t to regret it for it "

taught me the best loson I ever learned.how "

dear you were to my heart. I hoped that the o
absurd rumor about Mr*. N. would do w 1
much for )ou; but it seems you defended her r

like a true knight-errant " *
" No. no Harold say rather it was a proud r

woman's expiation for giviug, as she thought, I
her hoart unsought." I
"My fioor Be-aie," he said, thoughtfully,

raising my head from his breast, 44 you must t
hare suff. red I

"I did; but tell me, you have scon Doctor
Of" o

44 Yes, or I should not have you sitting by 1
my side, my wite, the dearest sight a man can t

.ill ilflh M f 1Am wf. rwvfr n»hl ! »»>«» oaueu \
, J V,. ..,

perhaps »,f trial, had taught nie the truth." »

And he told you that I t
»" No, he said no such thing But he called t

himst ll and mo all manner of hard names and a

ordered mo to come right down to M., an' I t
loted him ' Moreover, he told ine Mr H. into s

marry hie cousin. Miss Kmilia Cranston" «
" Good ! " 1 exclaimed ; and then. Hearing H t

us much as poM.hle, 1 told him all the story of h

uiy stay at unoh's.all uiy trials, struggle*. e

and temptations and he, my tiohle husband, v

he und'-retiMid them all, and pointed out to me 1
their use*.how they had widened and deep- d
em d my sympathiea with humanity, made me t
stronger and wiser for tho hattlo of life, until I '

could only weep happy tears. ii
Thrn I showed all my weakness, my want t

of faith ; hut he only answered, drawing me «
closer to him.i

" My hride, my wife, my life
Lay tby sweet hand* iu untie, and tru»t to mtt."

|For the National Era ,

BELL SMITH ABROAD AT SEA

Dear Doctor: We left New York in the
good ship Franklin, on the day of , jgraced by tho tears and followed by the Ideas-

]ings of 1'ier No. 4 1 had intended, for months
before, to devote that hour of parting to sub-
lime emotions; hut, to tell the unromantio
truth, 1 was «o heated and confused bv the lit- jtie annoyances and unlooked-for occurrences of
the morning, that I had nothing but a feeling (of a dense crowd under a low awning, and a

,

confuted notion of the wheroaboutn of hi

trunks. f>ur boxes, two car|>et bag*. three cloaks, ^
guitar-box. and a bird-cage, which seemed to

^
me certainly to have been left in the Astor
Houhc, or distributed over the dirty street* of
New Y ork On the morning of our departure, (1 found a multitude of necessary things undone |Lucy, poor child, could not help me; and D.
bad gone off to get shaved, which 1 knew would
last until half pant twelve; in which time, by |the closest calculation, our steamer would have
been outside the bay of New Y ork, and beyond
the successful pursuit of even a business characterD.'s shaving consisted of reading ail the
papers, chatting with everybody he met, eating
breakfast, and the starting discovery, just at
twelve o'clock, that he had businosn in hank,
and letters which must be mailed before leav-
ing. To sum up all, that roan's departure with
us wan an especial act of Providenoe; for at the
oorner of two narrow street*, just as (icorge S.
ou one aide wan advi-ing me to tuke champagne
in case of sea-sickness, and Mrs. \V. on the
other wan lieweching me to send her the latest
new bonnet, I caught night of the anxiouslynoiigbt-forindividual, seated in a hack, calmly
surveying a barricade of hacks and omnibuses
which, probably smployed by the hour, were
content to remain there the envtro day. f«
captured him. under protest, and arrived at the
itoat as the hell struck twelve. Immediately
the Moat ing-world slipped oable, and with a

great waving of handkerchiefs, loud huzza*. and
a shrill nhru-k from the engine, which seemed
a cry of angry dismay, we splashed into the
hay, "outward bound."
The choicest bite of emotion I have over boon

blessed with have como unexpected. 1 never
eat out to ho delighted, awe-struck, or astonished,that I did not mourn over a total failure,
An ordinary picture, in an unexpected corner,
haa won more admiration and given more

pleaeuro than whole galleries of tamous old
masters I eaw New Vork gradually disappear,
and my mind, in place of bidding adieu to the (

great world wo call our own, and which for so !
many days, months, and ftorh&p* years, would j
ho dreamed over or romemlicred, kept running
on a handkcrchiel that I was satisfied I hud '

lelt in my room at tho Astor House, and, of ]
course, ri"v< r to he seen by the real owner

again. A small matter, that handkerchief, *

light ar.d delicate enough to have been a gift 1

from (Huron to Titania, and yet it was large 1

enough to cover New Vork hay, Brooklyn, and J
all the surroundings so generally seen through
tears by departing travellers. Ily force of will, '

I disposed of tho handkerchief, and was he- ,

coming tranquil, when I) asked what had he- 8

come of our passport. it 1 knew anything 8

about tho keys.hud nut the brandy and Ja- h

maica ginger been forgotten ' All of which I
sent me from the dock to our cabin, before un 8

visited. Our cntiancc was greeted by a com- ''

location of odors, which at once answered half
his questions. The ginger, hair oil, brandy, r

and cologne, had all he n tumbled by |*oor
little Lucy into a c.arjxit sack, which, when '

opened, presented, as I), said a "considerable 1

smash '.the mingled liquids dyeing our night- 1

dresses, which by the process seemed to aufl'er 1

a "sea change unto something rich and 8

strange." I sat down, and laughed and cried, I
as I), with a ruetul countenance, pulled nut
trio varioun article* «nu nciu mem up mining
queer commenla. He wanted to throw them '

all out the window, and lot the fish experi- 0

Ojent.anmrting that they would play "Old
Gooneberry" with the nharkn, an ho did not "

think any dilution would he good against I
mieh a quantity of excellent preventive*. Ho e

argued, however, that taken by nma larger »

croaturo on a Ldtueopathio done, and aa all the f
ilia that flnh wore hmr to munt lie some npeoiea j
of tta-nickness, we might lie the nioann of Having ''

the life of mme aged and infirm whale.
Upon our return to the deck, the engine bad r

craned it* throbbing**, and we wore heading iu *

towardn a low, Handy inland, graced by a light- |
houne, but othorwine barren enough for Willin ''

to run out and play Robinson Cruivie on. A 1

boat wiih being lowered, with a dozen men in ^
it, and I waa informed, a party made up of
patriotic Frenchmen in reduced cirouinsfauoen, "

who had hid tbeinnolven in the vemel, hoping 1

in thin way to win a pannage to their Hutiny
land of grapca and gaioiy. Poor fellow*! what 0

golden hope* they had moii melt away upin
0

foreign nhoren, and now, nick at heart, were 11

wilting to undergo any hardnhip to get hack
once more to wiven and children. My heart J
ached an I naw them turned homel m and pen-

u

nilenn upon the naudn. Hut nuch nvninathj m
in great danger of being minplacod. I hut a "

few dayn before t>egan crymg over the parting K
newie gotten up by noinc Innh in the cam hut, *

before I could get at my pocket handkerchief, 0

Paddy and Co. were laughing an heartily an e

before they hail howled. And even in thin in- *

ntance the unfortunate exiled indulged in nev- "

«rul KiMrrv ^fiiutrta nrmn tln» flitnHa uiiH Iim *
V, I .I n |
a parting about, mingled with laughter, that,
ringing o?rr the wave*, cheered me up conaid- '

orably. Wifea, children, and French gciier- "

ally, were not in audi a had way, aft®* 11 1

We aaw the tun go down at aea. f wan eurpriaodat the number of paaeengera po-weawng
a larte for thia beautilul tinal to a Huinuier'a "

day. Indued, they preferred it to their dinner, li

and clung to thfl dccka, while a lew ancient
mariner* were uncorking champagne aud en- V

joying auliHtantiala below Among the reat, ll
Lucy and D hung over the railing, and warned a

to lie in rapturea at leant, they e iiue back and t!
ao inlorined me. Came hack, for, to tell you w

the truth, in a confidential way, I took one look ti

along the huge venae!, and aaw the bow play- r

m.\

G EDITOR.

ng b<vpeep with the horizon, and a deathly
iceling came up, that carried me mile* beyond
hdmiratioo. I resolutely denied being at all
i«ck, and, indeed, enjoyed some hearty laugh*
Colonel H. and D. had lietm boasting of their
>ower of resistance.claimed to be ''old salts,"
sea doge," and other expressive name*. The

Irat waves brought I), down H* said he was

a miserable man. and nary salt to ap«ak of '

WtkhrH Ka WAlt /IaiiH " X ami in f tnlHat

f hia miseries Colonel H rushed up, with bis
landkerchief instead of hi* dinner in hie
nouth. and for the space of tifte.-n minutes wae
peechloHd Hie tiret utterance was a gasping
emark that he had no idea he was bo hilioue
loth wandered about, looking like star candle*
heard f). profo*ing to the Colonel tflat he

hould step out and make affidavit to the etfeet
hat he was a "sea dog, and rather admired
be briny deep than otherwise''
One can never be on familiar term- with old

iceun. I am satisfied the last night at sea will
le strange as the first. The sailors, who al!
heir lives have been tossed ii|s>n its resiles*
raves, until their birth-marks of ohnruoter are

vashed out. and they become a (atople unto
hemeelve*, I am convinced, never to >k upon
heir habitation as we do on the dells Mils,
md meadows, of our home* a flyin' in
he lace of heaven, lor men to he goitj' up iu

moke hags," said an old countryman to me,
nice, while witnessing a balloon as -elision "4 il
he Lord had intended i s to fly. he'd a given
is wings " And ho 1 think of going down to
ea in groat slnjn We have not tsveri provided
vith stomachs nor fins. I lookci] around the
ittle room in which we wore to live twelve
lays and wondered whether I should get used
o and love it at last Your thousands of readrsout West, who never saw such a thing, must
uitgine an exaggerated store box set ou the
op of a tee-totem, with two shelved for berths
md a |K>rt-hole for a window, through which
vhen open, the sea roared, makiug you led as
f two huge shells were clasped over your ears.
)f the berths, from first to last. 1 could make
nothing, the mystery of getting in and out
puzzled uiy wearv brain the lani niisht 1 felt
»o like being coffined the first evening, aud
feared bo positively that the upjier shelf would
break down, that 1 pulled my mattress on to
[he tloor, Hiid in the morning w.ik.-d with my
feet higher than my head.feeling ho miserably
ridiculous that I did not know whether to laugh
jr cry. I did the tirat: for I saw I) balancing
himself on the upper shelf. in evident doubt
whether toclinib or tumbledown; and 011 a-k
ug how lie felt, he responded w th a most ruerulcountenance, that he was "an ancient
nariner, whoso home wus on the mountain
^ave."
\Ve had a motley collection of passengers

Captain Noah, when commander of his higlivatercraft, had not a more singular collection
if creatures Next to me, at table, sat a GernanBaron, with an immense quantity of huir
in his countenance, and a ouHtle on the Rhine
He is a gentleman, however; and, like CarditalNVolsey, poisonse* an unbounded stomach.
He can eat anything, almost.almost, I say
for pine-apple dipped in beer, with sea biscuit
and cheese, did prove too much, and tor some

days the Baron was not su* n by men.

In the way of e&tiug, and discoursing there
iin, however, the taihionahle author of the
Tpper Two Doien" and an Knglish officer,
who had plaoes not far from us, carried things
to "a high pitch ot perfection " I had not.
until enlightened by these learned gentlemen
the remotest idea of the art culinary What
superb dinners these eavuns hud partaken of;
what peculiar, delicate dishes it had been their
fortune to he ravished over; how often they
had been noisoned. crnellv tioisoned. and sut-
fered extreme }>enaity. 1 rum vilo compounds
prep&rcd by villains disguis* <1 hh cooks, I can
not pretend to remember. To such an extent
bas the art been cultivated, that in&ny things
which disgust an unsophisticated stomachare to t)e considered prime luxuries Foi
instance, one day at dinner, when our vessel
was rolling iu that easy sweep over the long
swells that keeps ono in such a state of die
tressing uncertainty between hunger and seasickness,our author began.
"Tho prejudices, my dear sir, against some

delicious articles of food is really astonishing.
remnant* of barbarism, I assure you. Now,
for Inttunoc, some species of snake urn quite as

good in the hands of an artiste as your cel. It
has only been of late that frogs are put to their
proper use, and now science has been able to
get over the hind legs only. I tell you, nothing
has been made in vain, and the day is not far
iistant when buezard-fricassco w ill bo esteemed
i famous- delic acy. Permit me to give you an

illustration: I had a cook, oneo, a capital (clow.indeed,a man of inthiiio genius.had he
iton[*ed to books, I have littlo question but that
10 would have at once been recognised. I got
lini at a great bargain Me cooked once us an

'Xfierimeiit, impelled by bis wonderful genius,
die Kin press Marie's fuvo ite monkey, and bad
lo lly lor his life; and this proves how nearly
he affections are allied to our dig> stive organs,

n._<.u .. ...>i. n... .i;^i.

tint she never rented uotit she discovered of
*hat it wan composed The Bible, juii know,
ipeuks of men without bowels Well, us I won
laying, I wtti surprised at iny house one day by
i purly of distinguished diners who oanie pur
wisely to try tny cuisine I here was not an
irticfo to *|>eak of in the house Bat betti lookidpuzzled for a second, hut only a second
dang me if I knew half the iirue what I *iv

ttiiug We h.nl n dinner.superb, wonderful
tinner.and, in the midst of our ruptures at
te conclusion, wo hogged Burbctti to givo us

he real lull of tarn. My dear sir, a little wine,
f you please. It consisted of a Cincinnati ham,
ny iavorito pointer, a poll parrot, six kittens,
uid four rats.the last done up iu sugared
uiitrv as a dessert
" W hut hecAinu of him ?"
"Died True to his character, died trying

he effect on himself of an ordinary New York
[inner.died in horrible agony."
A party ol young gentlemen from the South

iiid West.some proposing to ho studeuts iu
'aris, others on pleasure bent.messed togothr,and consumed groat ijuantitie* of wine in a

ery merry way. ('heir dinner liegtn at half
last tour, and ended at midnight, or thereulouts.We were generally notified of the break
rig up, its one ot the company always made an

ttempt tit ulimli into »he machinery, and wis

epulscd with loud outcries while another, de
ceudmg into the cahin, invariably turned to
he ri|^tit, instead ol the left, which brought
iiui to the HiaUt room of u dyspeptic old gcuIonian,arid a pitched buttle wan the conseuouoe,which dmlnibcd the entire c miiuunity
etore jmaoe could he |iroclaimnd. Those gentleicu.allhcarure of despatches, by the by.by
heir great good nature and hue Mow of spirits,
id more. to enliven the pin-sage than all the
there together. There was no resisting their
ontinual jokes, and lively, rattling convention.
Mrs. T, the celebrated traveller.having as

ou know girdled the earth, and alone; a tierjannavan who had an entire state-room to
irn^elf.the boat was not urowded.with the
pper berth, and every corner, indeed, full of
eological specimens, who kept divmg down
ud bringing up startling rocks, whenever he
ould get ono to listen to his theory, that the
urth was originally nothing but fog.a theory
re were much inclined to accept, for we saw

othiug but this article, and of the the densest
ind, two-thirds of our way.I behove the
trgest class world could be made several times
uring our trip; an eccentric Frenchman, who
ad been speculating in American lands.made
lie rest of our notable passenger*. We had,
lie captain assured us, a largo collection of
nkuowne, who would keep their slate-rooms,
i various stages of disgust and misery, uubl
lie ah-annr arrived at Havre.
On Friday we bad rough weather.Captain

Volten would not permit uh to uall it a »torm
I wh ubhme to rqe; and I pat upon the de<k
II day, and until late at night, apalNbound in

lie rain and wind, watching the breaking
raven I have a queerJ*uy ol g'*»ng oliaruowand will to tboae tuiugH Looking at the
apid* of Niagara, it alwaya aeenfei to toe M
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if » portion of the ware* were struggling hack
from the fearful pre.ipi<*» Old, grav-headcd
conservatives, who vociferated and (ought the
mad progreaMves, shouted earnestly of had
times Ahead, of crisis, and crash, and ruin. t<
no purpose. And now at the water* roared
around us. it seemed as if a portion were <! ihg
battle in our behalf.how the immense wave*
would dash fiercely at us, nnd other huge wave*

would meet them and struggle and break and
fall back in wildost tumult.how way off a ter
rible billow would lift its head and m*id suddenlyto get sight of our vessel, arid w ith a wild
roar start in pursuit, with an army pressing
alter.how, just as we se» med about being
devoured, other waves would rush abruptly
round our bows, and gve battle, while the old
boat strode bravely on. leaving them blindly
lighting way abaft For hours way into the
night I lihtened to and looked upon the uproar,
until I), dragged uie below.

Below, the old boat was making a terrible
pother Every timber, every plank, seemed
possessed of a voice, and complaining bitterly
to each other. "Bad timos". 'sorry they
come ".' wished the thing done with .seemedwhined and groaned on' in every conceivabletone I fell asleep, watching a stool and a
w.isW-basin danec a stately minuet over our

Hour. With what dignity and case the stool
oha-se'd boa they met and er.'saed ; how they
forwarded to a rtuidy pair of boots, and seemed
soliciting the honor.which boots surlily declined.ami gradually the stool lengthen*d
into a stately old gentleman, with jsiwdered
wig and slender shanks and the basin chaug' J
to a Hcshy dowsger, all limeade and tan. And
still the stately minuet went on, and on, and
on, to music that seemed made up of trombones
and squeaky fiddles.

I was startled from my dream by a fearful
outcry near us; and we rushed ou', frightened 1
terribly, to fiud that the German suvan's r|.»eimeiis,placed in the upjer berth, bad fillen
down and nearly killed him.

LETTER FROM LONDON
. ^
London, Sept. 30, 1853

To the Editor of ikt S'ntioual Era:
The great minds of Knglish literature contemporarywith Byron are fast disappearing

from earth. But a few months ago, Tom Moore
was carried to the grave ; and. excepting Leigh
Hun^ only, there is not one now living of the
brilliant intellects which shed s'lch bistro on
Kntrland in the enrlv i art nf tin- i.ntduni Ann.

tury Ho in the only link left us of the chain,
and a brighter could not be desired. Hid name
shines, nnJ will shine, in the literary constel
lat on of bis day. to other ages; and bis pure
and happy thoughts, as expressed in bis works,
will bo as "jars of honey " to many.

I think the mass of Americans know moro
of English literary men than the English do
themselves; and a man who was personally
known to Byron, and whoso writings have made
him famous, is often, r the ohje it of our esteem
than that of Englishmen.became we know
his mind through the medium of honks better
than they do.

Leigh Hunt is nearly seventy years of age
His appearance is prepossessing, and he l>earH
no resemblance whatever to the many inexpressiveattempt* at his likenrs< I hare seen

He is S|K>ken ot as the "gray haired hoy," and
the expression oonveysa g<s>d idea of his gentle
disposition ami straight, youth like frame He
is about live feet seven inches high, of delicate
form, extremely genteel in person, and has
long wavy hair, white as snow, and a bright
eye, full of kindness His voice is soft silvery,
musical His manners nro easy and refined.
Although not ko tull by any means. nor yet ho

robust in figure, he reminds an American of
Henry Clay lie wears his hair as did that
statesman, and the chape of his face is much ^
l;kc ('lay's It is decidedly American, which
fact is accounted for frmn his mother being u ,
native of Pennsylvania Of her ho loves to

speak, and he has an admiration for I'hil&dnl- ft 1
phia, the city of her birth.
Not one of the literary oontemporaries of y

Ic-igh Hunt, whose nanieH are tvs familiar to
the rending world ns his, felt poverty so keenly
as he Early thrown upon Ins own resources
in ' Great London, ho turned to literature »s

a pretension, and although geld tin successful
in his publishing schemes, he still Won friends
and fame, but not much money. H's labors
tin re been great.his pay c imperatively small
Ho is in receipt of a Government pension, and |
that, in connection with the proceeds of his
works, produces enough lor his comfortable
support.
Our conversation turned upon the United

States. 1 soon discovered his knowledge of os I
to he greater than that ordinarily exhibited by
most well-informed Eng'ishuien He expressedpleasure with the acipiaintance shown by
Americans with English literature, and seemed F 1
soiir'what surprised at their knowledge in such
matters Like many Englishmen, he has a

desire to visit the United Stales and if his age
was not against him. In- probably would All
intelligent persons know something of his W;
tory His father was a West Indian, hta
mother a i'liibidelphuin and all his brothers
and sisters were hum ill Philadelphia, lie Long
the only Englishman of th family. His father
was ' a Tory," ami had to tly from the violenceof the l-Deni<,er&t*|" as Leigh Hunt
cills the VVh'gs ol that day, and took up his
residence near London, where Leigh was tiorn.
He has an American feeling, and such <s found i

to oust in the deacond nits of " Tories" gonerallyon this side of the water He told mo
an anecdote of ft grand-oil of West, the paint- i

er, a little amusing in itself, which is worth
repeating. The young mm. led ug a pride for \ .

his American cousins. delerinim d upon paying
them a visit, and with an oje to ecotii my. and
paying excuses, took several of the artist's
work* with him lor exhibition Ha relative"
received him vtry well, except one particular
ol<i gentleman; and " ha, being an inveterate m

republican," aaid Air. 11 tint, ' onmidered it * V
diareputablc for mm of the family to mike a |
%khi/ in in of hflDttIC It whm humiliating to , J
young Went to ho thin rebuked ; and from U
the manner the occurrence win related to rue, fl
I concluded that Weat wan not altogether «

plcaaud with hia "republican ootMin*." f
I think it may be act down 11a a fact, that j

literary mon generally begin their intellectual 1

labora for fame, and wind up with a much J
hotter opinion of pounda, ahillinga, and pence, fl
than they bad on entering Ide. So it m with H

Leigh Hunt, lie aav* that it in gratifying to fl
hate an honor able fame; but unlera a man M

gania money with it, the diatinctiou in often- fl
tnnea a very great inconvenience. Celebrity I
ia a ooatiy iviniiii idity and it* poaimaanr (if ho "1

hare a mind delicately inclined, and be poor)
tin la it more than ei^al to bia incume. Mr
Huiit'a fame baa nntde him frienda he will 1

never neo and bia beautiful jKxin, " Abou
Hen Adhern," ilnda n renj»on»e in every heart ,

' All Aiiiadfrana," aaid he, ''apeak to me
about it; and 1 kin inclined U) think trn fM>pu- (
larity reeU upon the sentiment it coutuins.
that lie who love* In* follow men, and it truly
charitable to hi* race, in the true Chrmtiau.
The sentiment touches the feeling* ins'antly,
iiud excite* emotion* of love ftud ohority toward*all." He met with it in hie lYrmnn >

reading and it wan no forcib'y impressed upon
his mi ml, that he immediately wovo it into
rhyme He fully understund* its |«pularity in ,

America
The life of un old man is cheered and comfortedby a knowledge of the isaifieiwion of

means which put hint beyond the possibility of
want. It is a consolation that Leigh Hunt is
provided for in his latter day a He is a healthy
man now, and his life may yet be prolonged |another decade Cheerful, intellectual, vivo- J
cioue, full of anecdote, and instructive in con «

vernation, be is a obarming companion, and '

the hours pam away in his company as if time A
were passing gaily, treading on ilouers.

It is matter worthy of remark, that the (lov- fl
ernmeat that imprisoned him in his youth lor yffl
the merest possible expression of liberalism, is VI
now repaying him with a peorion. 1 have al- VI
luded to this before, but it is worth repealing. VI

Yours, truly, B. M.H


